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will become nothing more than a museum, or, at best,
a few houses round the many churches.
I climbed to the top of the hill, where there is a
large and most kindly and efficient orphanage belong-
ing to the Salesians, a Roman Catholic brotherhood.
A red-tiled church stands right on the crest, and, at
the invitation of the Father Superior, I climbed to the
belfry. I was alone, and thankful to be, even more
grateful that this clean and spacious building did not
claim to be on the site of some shrine connected with
the Master's boyhood or early manhood, though He
must have often climbed to this commanding position.
Looking down on Nazareth it reminded me of a huge
saucer set down in the summit of the hills, with the
town clinging to a small segment, about a fifth of the
whole, of the vessel's side, stretching from rim to
flattened bottom. I tried to forget all the places which
had been shown to me, and to recall that in this tiny
saucer, shut in by the surrounding hills, He had spent
most of the few years of His life.
Once again I was meeting the homely touch—the
human touch that proved His manhood. He had been
down on Galilee-side, and had achieved something of a
following—His fame was beginning to spread—the
Jewish elders in Jerusalem had gone to the trouble of
sending representatives to the north, to fin4 out what
sort of a man was this young Nazareth rabbi, who was
preaching in and around Capernaum. So far as Pales-
tine was concerned, and to an earnest and practising
Jew that was the whole world in those far-off days,
the Master had already become a personage of note.
Nazareth  reacted  as  might  have  been   expected.

